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To the Socialists of Massachusetts
[18 August 1906]
Through the columns of the Appeal I desire to give expression of my
deep appreciation of the thoughtful and kind consideration of the Massachusetts comrades during my recent illness. Your letter to Comrade
Hogan, I instructing him to spare no expense and that you would foot
the bills, bears within itself a deep sense of comradeship which is worth
much to us in the movement. I have never yet had to call on the
comrades, having always felt that the Socialist movement had no right
to pay my bills. My life work is consecrated to the oppressed and
suffering ones of the human race; nevertheless, I feel a deep sense of
gratitude to our Massachusetts comrades who so promptly and generously offered such substantial assistance.
While life remains I shall always be with you in the conflict.
Mother Jones.
Printed letter (The Appeal to Reason, 18 August 1906)
1. During her illness, Mother Jones had been cared for in the home of Daniel Hogan.
a Socialist lawyer in Huntington, Arkansas; Hogan's daughter Freda later married the
Socialist journalist Oscar Ameringer.
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To Mrs. Potter Palmer 1
43 Welton Place, Chicago, Ill.,
January 12, 1907.
Mrs. Potter Palmer,
100 Lake Shore Drive,
Chicago, Ill.
Dear Madam:
By the announcement of the daily press I learn that you are to
entertain a number of persons who are to be present as representatives
of two recognized classes of American citizens-the working class and
the capitalist class, and that the purpose of this gathering is to choose a
common ground on which the conflicting interests of these two classes
may be harmonized and the present strife between the organized
forces of these two classes may be brought to a peaceful and satisfactory end.
I credit you with perfect sincerity in this matter, but being fully
aware that your environment and whole life has prevented you from
seeing and understanding the true relationship of these two classes in
this republic and the nature of the conflict which you think can be
ended by such means as you are so prominently associated with, and
with a desire that you may see and understand it in all its grim reality,
I respectfully submit these few personal experiences for your kind
consideration.
I am a workman's daughter, by occupation a dress-maker and school
teacher, and during this last twenty-five years an active worker in the
organized labor movement. During the past seventy years of my life I
have been subject to the authority of the capitalist class and for the last
thirty-five years I have been conscious of this fact. With the years'
personal experience-the roughest kind best of all teachers-I have
learned that there is an irrepressible conflict that will never end between the working-class and the capitalist-class, until these two classes
disappear and the worker alone remains the producer and owner of the
capital produced.
In this fight I wept at the grave of nineteen workers shot on the
highways of Latterman, Pennsylvania in 1897. In the same place I
marched with 5,000 women eighteen miles in the night seeking bread
for their children, and halted with the bayonets of the Coal and Iron
police who had orders to shoot to kill.
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I was at Stanford Mountain, W. Va., in 1903 where seven of my
brother workers were shot dead while asleep in their little shanties by
the same forces.
I was in Colorado at the bull pens in which men, women and children were enclosed by the same forces, directed by that instrument of
the capitalist class recently promoted by President Roosevelt, General
Bell, who achieved some fame for his declaration that "in place of
Habeas Corpus" he would give them "Post Mortems."
The same forces put me, an inoffensive old woman, in jail in West
Virginia in 1902. They dragged me out of bed in Colorado in March,
1904, and marched me at the point of fixed bayonets to the border line
of Kansas in the night-time. The same force took me from the streets
of Price, Utah, in 1904, and put me in jail. They did this to me in my
old age, though I have never violated the law of the land, never been
tried by a court on any charge but once, and that was for speaking to
my fellow workers, and then I was discharged by the federal court
whose injunction I was charged with violating.
The capitalist class, whose representatives you will entertain, did this
to me, and these other lawless acts have and are being committed
every hour by this same class all over this land, and this they will
continue to do till the working-class send their representatives into the
legislative halls of this nation and by law take away the power of this
capitalist class to rob and oppress the workers.
The workers are coming to understand this and the intelligent part of
that class while respecting you, understand the uselessness of such
conferences as will assemble in your mansion.
Permit me to quote from Goldsmith's "Deserted Village," where
he says:
"Ill fares the land, to hast'ning ills a prey,
Where wealth accumulates and men decay."
Quite appropriate to this fair land to-day.
Sincerely yours, for justice,
Mother Jones

i

Printed letter (Miners Magazine, 24 January 1907)
1. Bertha Honore Palmer (1849-1918). Chicago socialite and mild reformer. first
gained public recognition for her management of the Woman's Building at the Columbian Exposition of 1893.
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To Terence V. Powderly 1
Bisbee, Arizona,
May 24, 1907.
Mr. T. V. Powderly,
Washington, D. C.
My dear Friend and Comrade:
For a long time I felt that I wanted to drop you a few lines and let
you know that I am still alive, and fighting the common enemy as best
I know how. I was in Washington last Fall and went there principally
to se you, and spend a week or ten days getting notes on the old time
fights, but after I arrived I found out that you had gone to Europe, a
trip I considered you badly needed, after the long years of kicks and
abuse you got from those you had faithfully served; and though all the
world may abuse you there will still be one, who will defend you. I
know of the many dark battles you had to fight. You were rocking the
cradle of the movement, you made it possible for others to march on.
No doubt, with many of us you made blunders, but I know and feel
that you did the best you knew how under the conditions with which
you had to deal. It was the early stages of the training school for the
future conflict. Last month I happened to be within a few miles of
Bruceville; as the train was passing through there in the early morning,
I stopped off and went out to see the pillow of clay on which the head
of poor Martin Irons 2 rested. He sleepeth well, Jay Gould cannot
awaken him now. His grave was marked by a piece of iron, it is his
only tombstone. It marked the spot where that brave warrior of labors
battles rested. No tender hand seemed to care for it, but the wild
flowers did not forget to plant their perfume around his grave. One
thing struck me in the early morning, and that was that the birds had
not forgotten that he was resting there, they had awakened from their
slumbers, and were calling their mates to enjoy God's sunshine. They
were not responding to the call of a trust whistle, only to the call of
nature.
While waiting for the train I called upon Dr. Harris, to my regret he
was not home. I met his charming daughter, and left a message of deep
appreciation from both you and me for the doctor for his kindness to
Martin in his last hour.
I enclose you a few leaves from his grave, Knowing how deeply you
will appreciate them, and how poor Martin would feel if he saw you
press your lips to them.
Now Comrade let me congratulate you on the manly and fearless
steps you have taken in defense of our brave boys in Idaho. It is
needless for me to say to you, that capitalism has no soul, nor no love
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